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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

THE STEVEDORES 

Frieze of warm bronze that glides with cat-like movements 
Over the gang-plank poised and yet awaiting, 
The sinewy thudding rhythms of forty shuffling feet 
Falling like muffled drum-beats on the stillness: 

Oh, roll the cotton down — 
Roll, roll, the cotton down! 
From the further side of Jordan, 
Oh, roll the cotton down! 

And the river waits, 

The river listens, 

Chuckling with little banjo-notes that break with a plop 

on the stillness. 
And by the low dark shed that holds the heavy freights, 
Two lonely cypress trees stand up and point with stiffened 

fingers 
Far southward where a single chimney stands aloof in 

the sky. 

NIGHT LANDING 

After the whistle's roar has bellowed and shuddered, 
Shaking the sleeping town and the somnolent river, 
The deep-toned floating of the pilot's bell 
Suddenly warns the engines. 

They pause like heart-beats that abruptly stop: 
The shore glides to us, in a wide low curve. 
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